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2  THE  TARGET 

McKinley  Intermediate  High  School,  Berkeley 


XXIV.  NOVEMBER,  1915.  NO.  1. 


THE  CLOSE  OF  THE  DAY. 

Again  the  sun  does  near  its  western 
goal, 

The  heavens  are  bathed  now   in  a 

glowing  light; 
Golden  the  heaving  swells  that  ebb 

and  roll. 

And  gold  are  painted  the  fleecy  clouds 
so  white — 

All  glowing  forth,  in  such  a  won- 
drous sight. 

Now  comes  the  west  wind  o'er  the 
white-capped  baj'. 

Its  soothing  breath,  a  messenger  of 
night; 

And  shedding  upon    all    things  its 

cheering  ray, 
'Tis  thus  the  might}'  sun  does  mark 

the  close  of  da^'. 

TOHX  PERKIXS. 


LE  LETICHE. 

"Xon  madame,  I  shall  not  staj' 
alone,  I  can  not,  non,  non  madame." 

"Nonsense,  Fretina,  you  have  stay- 
ed with  little  Henri  before,  but  now 
that  you  know  he  is  unchristened  you 
fear.  The  Letiche?  Xo,  come,  come 
Fretina,  3"OU  shall  not  have  your 
monej'  unless  you  stay." 

Fretina  considered.  Her  family 
was  in  need.  "Yes,  madame,  I  shall 
stay." 

Madame  Trebeaux  had  gone.  Fre- 
tina sat  by  little  Henri's  bedside, 
^ladame  had  locked  the  windows  so 
Fretina  might  be  safer. 

Suddenlj-  the  door  knob  turned. 
Fretina's  scalp  grew  tight  and  she 
sank  down  b}'  the  be,d  shaking  like  a 
leaf.    She  covered  h°r  e3-es  with  her 


hands  as  the  footsteps  paused  at  the 
other  side  of  the  bed,  and  then  crossed 
the  floor  and  entered  the  room  be- 
j'ond. 

Fretina  sprang  up,  she  did  not  look 
at  the  bed.  Little  Henri  might  be 
gone!  She  seized  a  stool  and  flung 
it  through  the  window.  Climbing  to 
the  sill,  she  dropped  to  the  pavement 
below.  Fretina  ran  on,  and  on.  Her 
terrified  crj-  could  be  heard  after  she 
disappeared  in  the  murky  distance. 

"Le  Letiche,  le  Letiche." 

"Fretina,  Fretina,"  called  madame 
from  the  next  room,"  what  is  all  that 
commotion?"  Here  madame  rushed 
into  little  Henri's  room.  Henri  was 
on  the  window-sill  sa\-ing  excitedh', 
"MamanI  ^Mamanl"  Fretina  jumped 
cut  of  the  window  right  after  you  had 
gone  out  of  my  room."  ^iladame 
rushed  to  the  window  crying,  "Fre- 
tina, where  are  }-ou?  I  could  not  go, 
Fretina."  But  the  onh-  answer  she 
heard  was  a  distant  cry. 

"Le  Letiche,  le  Letiche!" 

RUTH  McBRIDE. 


"MOTHER." 

Oh,  mother,  with  j'our  many  cares, 
Mending  the  little   ones'   snags  and 
tears. 

And  kissing  and  healing     the  little 

bruised  knee, 
A\  ho,  on  this  earth  is  as  patient  as 

thee? 

\  our   soothing     voice,   your  gentle 
smile, 

Z^Iake  all  this  life  a  thing  worth  while. 

MARJORIE  MOORE. 
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THE  ADVENTURE  OF 
STANLEY 


As  soon  as  the  rosy-fingered  dawn 
was  seen  over  the  sky-stretching 
pines,  fair-haired  Stanley  arose  from 
his  couch. 

"Ah  me!"  sighed  he,  "this  is  the 
fatal  day  in  which  I  must  commence 
my  adventurous  journey.  May  aegis- 
bearing  Zeus  send  no  gleaming  bolts 
upon  me  as  my  high-masted  ship  sails 
the  wine-dark  sea!" 

For  on  this  day,  god-likc  Stanley 
was  to  leave  his  high-roofed  house  in 
the  well-settled  village  to  seek  his  for- 
tune. 

"For,"  had  he  said  man}'  times, 
"such  an  athlete  as  I  cannot  bear 
the  stillness  of  an  unexciting  village." 

Down  to  the  shore  went  he,  and 
seeing  all  was  in  readiness,  he  and 
his  brave  men  boarded  the  curved 
ship,  "Stanleus,"  which  he  had 
named  for  himself,  and  set  out  to  sail 
the  ocean-ridges.  And  as  the  white 
flakes  of  snow  are  blown  by  Boreas 
over  their  feathery  bed,  so  "Stanleus" 
was  born  swiftly  over  the  white- 
capped  waves. 

Many  days  the  high-masted  ships 
was  tossed  over  the  ocean  ridges,  and 
on  the  twenty-second  day  the  provis- 
ions gave  out.  On  the  deck  stood 
long-tried  Stanley,  gazing  into  the 
wine-dark  sea  discouragingly.  His 
men  were  starving  and  there  was  lit- 
tle hope  of  reaching  land  in  safety. 

Memories  of  his  high-roofer  house 
and  white  armed  mother  filled  his 
thoughts.  And  as  he  was  gazing  he 
saw  a  ship  in  the  distance.  A  black 
flag  was  floating,  and  at  once  Stanley 
recognized  the  well-known  emljlem  of 
the  pirates. 


His  heart  beat  fast  within  him, 
when  he  thought  of  the  yellow,  glit- 
tering gold  which  was  lying  in  that 
black  ship. 

"Ah,"  thought  he,  "my  spirits  must 
not  sink.  There  is  still  hope  of  reach- 
ing ni}--  high-hoofed  house  and  native 
land  in  safety  and  bearing  chests  of 
gold  with  me.  Oh,  father  Zeus,  ruler 
of  all  gods,  let  me  conquer  those  gold- 
bearing  sea  robbers  and  return  home  a 
hero!" 

So  saying,  he  called  his  men  and 
addressed  them  thus:  "Look!  you 
brave  sailors.  No  longer  shall  you 
want  for  food.  A  pirate  ship  with 
floating  flag  is  in  the  distance.  Come, 
tear  them  to  pieces  and  get  their 
gold." 

The  waves  soared  and  dashed 
against  the  high-masted  ship.  A  ter- 
rible fight  followed.  And,  as  Jupiter 
and  his  followers  fought  that  terrible 
ten-year  battle  with  Cronos,  hurling 
mountain  peaks,  and  crags  back  and 
forth,  making  the  distant  ocean  waters 
boil,  so  did  Stanley  and  his  brave  sail- 
ors fight  the  gold-bearing  pirates. 

Apollo's  rays  had  faded  from  the 
sky  and  Diana  had  taken  his  place 
when  "Stanleus,"  bearing  the  gold 
and  precious  gems  of  the  sea  robbers, 
left  the  scene  of  the  fight. 

On  the  thirty-fourth  day,  Stanley 
once  more  stood  on  the  threshold  of 
his  high-roofed  house,  embracing  his 
white-armed  mother.  After  that  he 
was  known  all  through  the  village  as 
one  of  the  greatest  heroes  of  that 
time. 

ELIZABETH  SHILLING. 
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OLD  PAPA  BUNCH. 

Sport  Sanders  was  the  owner  of  a 
dog  team  which  he  drove  around 
Dawson.  Old  Papa  Bunch  was  the 
leader  of  the  dogs,  and  his  owner 
loved  him  greath^ 

One  day  Sanders  started  for  a  min- 
ing camp  about  fifteen  miles  distant. 
The  sky  was  dark,  and  it  looked  as  if 
there  would  be  a  snow  storm  soon. 

The  journey  was  about  half  finished 
when  the  storm  broke  with  terrific 
force.  The  snow  drove  into  his  face, 
and  he  could  barely  see  a  foot  ahead 
of  him.  The  dogs  went  bravely  on, 
keeping  to  the  trail  as  best  they  couM. 
Once  in  a  while  Sanders  got  out  of 
the  sleigh  to  look  for  landmarks. 
Finally  he  could  find  none,  and  had  to 
admit  that  he  was  lost.  He  tried  to 
guide  with  the  compass.  They  had 
to  keep  on,  for  if  they  stopped  they 
would  freeze. 

All  at  once  the  faithful  old  leader 
stopped,  and  stood  like  a  statue.  "On, 
Papa  Bunch!  Go  on!"  shouted  the 
driver,  but  the  dog  stood  as  if  petri- 
fied. 

"What  do  you  mean,  sir?"  shouted 
Sanders,  getting  out  of  the  sleigh  to 
kick  the  dog.  But  Papa  Bunch  stood 
stolidly. 

"What's  the  matter?"  said  the 
driver,  stepping  forward.  He  stopped, 
for  looking  down  he  could  see  nothing 
but  the  scurrying  snow.  He  was 
standing  within  six  inches  of  a  great 
precipice ! 

Then,  at  last,  he  knew  where  he 
was,  for  everyone  around  knew  this 
bluff  as  a  landmark.  Soon  the  trail 
was  struck,  and  an  hour  brought  the 
team  to  its  destination. 

This  narrow  escape  was  soon 
known  throughout  the  camp,  because 
news  travels  quickly  in  a  small  town. 
Andl  Papa  Bunch  was  greatly  prais- 
ed by  everyone.   MURIEL  DURGIN. 


GLAD   TIDINGS'  NEWS. 

The  fairies  of  Queen  Titania  were 
dancing  and  singing  with  glee  and 
v.o  w'onder.  Queen  Titania  hurried 
out  of  her  palace  to  see  v.hat  had 
caused  the  excitement,  and  who'ii  did 
she  sec  but  that  welcome  fair}'.  Glad 
Tidings ! 

Why  had  he  arrived?  With  nothing 
more  than  an  invitation  to  the  Ex- 
position! 

"Scamper,  children,,  scamper,"  cried 
the  Queen.  "Get  ready  and  we  shall 
start  this  very  afternoon." 

They  scampered,  and  soon  the  air 
^^•as  full  of  whirring  wings  and  light 
laughter. 

It  was  night  when  they  arrived  at 
their  destination,  and  as  they  drew 
near,  the  splendor  of  the  Exposition 
silenced  them  with  awe.  Never  before 
had  they  beheld  such  a  scene. 

Beautiful  colored  lights  were  play- 
ing over  all  the  grounds  and  the  noise 
of  the  fireworks  was  increasing.  Some- 
thing was  buzzing  in  the  air.  Queen 
Titania  and  her  train  alighted  on  it  as 
it  approached.  They  were  whizzed 
through  the  air  till  they  were  nigh 
dizzy. 

Up,  up,  they  soared,  and  then  look- 
ed down  on  what  seemed  to  be  a 
Turkish  rug  lying  beneath  them. 

Soon  they  began  to  descend,  and  fin- 
ally the  huge  bird  that  carried  them 
landed,  amid  the  great  applause  of 
thousands  of  spectators.  The  Queen 
explained  that  they  had  been  riding 
on  an  aeroplane. 

Queen  Titania  thought  then  that 
they  had  had  enough  excitement 
among  mortals,  so  calling  them  to- 
gether, she  waved  her  wand  over 
them,  and  wafted  them  back  to  Fairy- 
land. 

MARJORIE  MERRIAIAN. 
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PROFITABLE  SPOOKS 


In  a  small  valley  among  the  foot- 
hills of  the  Sierra  Range  in  California 
there  stood  a  large  roomy  house  of  an 
old  pioneer  of  '49.  It  had  a  veranda 
and  many  spacious  rooms,  with  the 
same  furniture  that  had  been  there  for 
}-cars.  It  had  numerous  closets  and 
dust-catching  corners,  which  are 
usually  found  in  old  houses.  It  also 
had  two  fireplaces  at  each  end  of  the 
'lOUse,  with  a  large  circling  staircase 
between,  leading  to  the  center  of  a 
long  dark  hall  in  the  second  story. 

The  old  pioneer  was  said  to  have 
once  been  wealthy,  but  when  he  died 
he  was  penniless,  leaving  no  words  or 
secrets  behind  him. 

Not  long  after  his  death  a  gentle- 
man named  Mr.  Gregory,  from  some 
large  city,  bought  the  place  as  a  coun- 
try home.  Three  days  after  it  was 
arranged  in  order,  Mr.  Gregory 
brought  his  wife  with  him  to  stay  a 
few  months.  She  did  not  approve  of 
the  house  greatly,  as  it  looked  too 
spooky  for  her,  but  she  decided  to 
stay  on  account  of  her  health. 

The  second  night  after  their  ar- 
rival, they  were  awakened  by  soft  tap- 
pings downstairs,  which  came  closer 
and  closer  and  then  faded  away  again. 
They  both  sat  upright  in  bed  with 
their  eyes  wide  open  for  fully  five 
minutes  before  they  recovered  their 
senses.  Then  Mrs.  Gregory  nearly 
went  into  hysterics,  and  her  husband 
yelled  for  help  wdiile  the  nearest  neigh- 
bor reposed  more  than  a  mile  away. 
They  did  not  sleep  again  that  night, 
but  early  next  morning  Gregory 
drove  into  town,  which  was  a  few 
miles  away,  and  told  every  one  he 
met  about  the  preceding  night.  No 
one  believed  him  as  every  one  was 
used  to  telling  yarns  in  the  place,  but 


he  managed  to  get  the  sheriff  to  re- 
turn with  him  for  the  night,  who 
brought  a  revolver  for  each  of  them. 

While  Mr.  Gregry  was  in  twm,  his 
wife  was  home  packing  her  trunk  for 
a  journey  to  the  city,  thinking  it  was 
healthier  home  than  it  was  in  a  haunt- 
ed house. 

That  night  while  Gregory  and  the 
sheriff  were  sleeping,  the  tapping  be- 
gan and  the  sheriff  awoke  at  once.  He 
opened  the  door  softly  and  crept  out 
in  the  hall  where  he  could  see  the  re- 
flection of  a  light  downstairs  and 
once  caught  the  glimpse  of  a  dark 
shadow  glide  swiftly  through  the  hall 
door.  He  then  raised  his  revolver 
and  fired  twice  down  the  stairway. 

All  this  time  Mr.  Gregory  had  been 
asleep.  On  hearing  the  shots,  how- 
ever, he  sprang  from  his  bed  forget- 
ting all  about  the  sheriff,  and  shoot- 
ing as  he  went.  Meeting  his  com- 
panion in  the  hall,  he  instantly  began 
firing  at  him,  mistaking  the  officer 
for  the  burglar,  and  would  have  hit 
him  had  he  not  been  so  frightened.  In 
this  manner  the  sheriff  w^as  chased 
for  about  a  mile  before  Gregory 
found  his  mistake. 

When  they  reached  the  house  again, 
the  sun  was  rising  over  the  hills.  In- 
side they  found  a  few  yellow  particles 
of  gold  mixed  with  some  chips  of 
brick  which  had  been  smashed  by  a 
bullet,  fired  by  the  wild  Mr.  Gregory 
who  had  missed  his  shot  and  hit  the 
fireplace.  Then  they  examined  the 
hole  the  bullet  had  entered.  Further 
investigation  revealed  a  large  com- 
partment filled  with  gold  which  had 
once  been  the  joy  of  the  old  pioneer 
and  for  which  nightly  visitors  had 
been  searching. 

CLAY  SPOHN. 
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TWO  LITTLE  HEROES 


On  most  days,  Jinnny,  the  little 
negro  worked  in  the  cotton  fields 
hoeing,  picking  or  weeding  the  cotton, 
but  on  this  Wednesday  he  was  help- 
ing his  mother  make  soap  in  the  out- 
house. He  was  the  only  boy  or  man 
near  the  house  excepting  his  little 
two-year-old  brother.  Suddenly  from 
the  house  came  the  sharp  cry,  "Jim- 
my!" Jimmy  needed  no  second  call- 
ing. From  that  cry  he  knew  he 
must  hurry.  On  the  back  porch  stood 
Mary,  the  cook. 

"Jimmy  th'  ole  missus  is  very 
sick.  Get  yo'  fadder  te  go  fer  dcr 
doctah." 

"He  is  workin'  in  der  field,  but  I'll 
go  instead,"  he  answered. 

"A'  I'ight,  be  quick,  'bout  it." 

Away  ran  Jimmy,  his  heart  beating 
wildly  at  the  thought  that  if  he  did 
not  bring  the  doctor  soon,  his  be- 
loved mistress  might  die.  His  brown 
feet  beat  on  the  hard  ground,  as  he 
ran,  with  a  thudding  sound,  and  many 
glances  did  he  get  from  the  women 
working  in  the  fields. 

Halfway  to  the  town  where  the  doc- 
tor lived  was  a  large  marsh.  If 
Jimmy  went  by  way  of  the  road  it 
would  take  him  nearly  an  hour  long- 
er. Not  once  did  it  enter  his  head  to 
take  the  long  way.  He  must  cross  the 
marsh. 

Many  were  the  stories  he  had  heard 
from  the  other  negroes  of  the  terrors 
to  be  found  in  the  dark  waters  and 
high  grasses. 

Plunging  wildly  into  the  grass,  his 
feet  struck  a  soft  ooze  which  spattered 
over  his  legs.  One  step  and  then  an- 
other. He  was  up  to  his  knees  in 
the  mud.  Pulling  himself  out,  he 
struggled  on,     His  legs  were  tiring 


now  and  his  arms  were  aching.  On, 
on,  on.  Finally  he  could  go  no  fur- 
ther. Sinking  down  on  the  grass  he 
fell  into  a  half  sleep. 

At  the  house  Mary  waited  im- 
patiently. The  big  clock  struck  ten, 
eleven,  half-past  eleven  and  still  Jim- 
my had  not  come.  Finally  she  went 
into  the  yard  and  called,  "Rovah, 
Rovah,  come  heah,  ole  fellah!"  A 
small  collie  ran  across  the  yard  in 
answer  to  Mary's  call.  She  put  him 
on  Jimmy's  scent  and  made  her  plan 
clear  to  the  dog. 

Away  ran  Rover  with  head  down 
and  tail  up.  At  the  marsh  he  paused 
a  moment  and  then  plunged  in. 

After  struggling  a  few  minutes  he 
reached  Jimmy.  Taking  him  by  the 
collar  he  gently  shook  him.  Jimmy 
slowly  opened  his  eyes  and  then  back 
to  his  mind  came  his  errand.  '  Quickly 
jumping  to  his  feet,  he  started  on 
again. 

This  time  he  reached  the  other 
side  of  the  marsh  and  succeeded  in 
getting  the  doctor.  Sitting  in  ele- 
gance in  the  doctor's  buggy,  with 
Rover  trotting  beside  him,  Jimmy 
rode  home. 

ELEANOR  MEAD. 


TO     THE     HOUSE     OF  THE 
WHISPERING  PINES. 

Oh,  little  house  among  the  pines, 
Which  softly  whispers  with  the  wands, 
How  dear  to  me  your  old  stone  wall, 
How  dear  to  me  the  waterfall. 
The  old  mill  underneath  the  trees — 
All  these  bring  back  old  memories. 

LORENA  EDWARDS: 
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THE  PUMPKIN  OF  PEACE 


Judge  Whitney  had  offered  a  grand 
cash  prize  for  the  best  exhibit  of 
garden  vegetables  grown  by  the  boys 
of  Perryville.  The  most  beautiful 
gardens  belong-ed  to  Art  Farnhani  and 
Ted  Roberts.  But  the  greatest  pity, 
there  was  a  high  board  fence  between 
their  back  yards.  It  had  been  there 
ten  years,  ever  since  Ted  and  Art 
were  five  years  old.  The  original 
trouble  was  that  Squire  Farnham 
and  Deacon  Roberts  had  quarrelled 
over  a  pew  in  the  ne-\v  church.  Of 
course,  their  wives  fell  in  line  and 
then  Art  and  Ted. 

Rivalry  ran  high,  but  the  inspectors 
of  the  gardens  were  sure  the  race  was 
between  Art  and  Ted.  There  was 
one  thing  superior  in  Art's  garden, 
that  was  a  great  golden  pumpkin, 
whose  bulk  never  seemed  to  tire  of 
pushing  itself  out.  Ted  had  never 
seen  it,  but  nothing  could  induce  him 
to  peek  over  the  high  board  fence 
or  even  look  out  the  window. 

It  was  one  hour  before  the  final  in- 
spection, and  Art  and  Ted  were  look- 
ing over  their  gardens  for  the  last 
time  before  the  final  decision.  Sud- 
denly as  Art  was  gazing  at  his  prize 
pumpkin,  he  saw  between  the  leaves 
its  large  stalks  coming  from  the  other 
side  of  the  rotted  fence.  Art  hesitat- 
ed and  then  called  to  Ted  that  there 
was  some  of  his  property  in  his  gar- 
den and  to  come  and  take  it.  Like  a 
boy  in  a  dream,  Ted  Ijrouglit  his 
wheelbarrow  to  the  fence,  mounted  it, 
and  received  the  enormous  pumpkin. 

When  the  gardens  were  inspected, 
the  judges  were  unable  to  tell  wliich 
garden  was  the  best,  because  the  prize 
pumpkin  was  missing.  Ted  Roberts 
had  refused  to  put  it  on  exhibition. 
And  so  the  casli  prize  was  divided  be- 
tween them. 


That  afternoon  the  fence  went  down 
and  Deacon  Roberts  and  Squire  Farn- 
ham shook  hands  over  the  prize 
pumpkin.  The  next  morning  Mrs. 
Roberts  and  Mrs.  Farnham  again  had 
their  daily  gossip  and  Ted  and  Art 
trudged  happily  to  school  with  a  piece 
of  the  pumpkin  pie  in  their  lunches. 

MURPHY  COBB. 


EXPOSITION  VISITORS. 

Farmer  Tompkins  from  a  small 
town  in  Iowa,  was  visiting  the  Ex- 
position. He  spent  most  of  his  time 
in  the  Canadian  Building  or  down  at 
the  far  end  of  the  grounds  known  as 
the  livestock  exhibit. 

He  and  "Ma,"  as  he  called  his  wife, 
hurried  across  Market  street  one  fog- 
gy morning.  "Pa"  wanted  to  see  some 
very  fine  cattle  that  had  just  arrived 
and  "Ma"  was  making  for  the  Food 
Products. 

They  finally  crossed  Market  street 
and  after  much  darting  from  behind 
one  car  or  jitney  to  another,  they 
landed  on  Geary  street  where  they 
took  the  car.  They  were  riding  along 
contentedly  when  they  came  in  sight 
of  the  St.  Francis  Hotel. 

"Do  you  know  what  that  there 
building  is,  Jeremiah?"  asked  his 
wife. 

"Yep,  that's  the  Civic  Auditorium," 
he  replied.  "I'm  getting  on  to  these 
Iicre  buildings  pretty  well  I  think,  at 
least  for  one  who  has  been  here  such 
a  short  time." 

"Yes,  Jeremiah,  T  always  thought 
you  was  verj^  clever.  Now  myself, 
for  instance — I  couldn't  tell  one  of 
these  streets  apart  if  I  lived  here  two 
years." 

DOROTHY  ANN  RITCHIE. 
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THE  SPIDER  IN  THE  NUTSHELL 


On  the  side  of  a  hill  stood  a  small 
white  house.  The  window  blinds 
were  pulled  down  and  silence  pre- 
vailed. 

"Marie,  Marie,"  called  a  faint  voice, 
"come  here,  child." 

Marie,  a  little  girl  about  ten  years 
of  age,  came  toward  her.  She  was 
very  pretty  in  her  youth,  dark  eyed, 
rosy  faced,  and  slender.  Her  Aunt 
Sophie,  who  had  called,  lay  sick  with 
the  fever. 

"Marie,  I  fear  I  shall  not  live  long 
and  if  I  should  die  you  shall  have  my 
cross  and  rosary,"  said  Aunt  Sophie. 
"Would  you  mind  reading  to  mc?  It 
would  ease  my  aching  head." 

"What  shall  I  read.  Aunt  Sophie? 
Oh,  I  know  a  fine  book;  I'll  get  it," 
said  Marie  running  from  the  room. 
"It's  a  school  book,  but  it  is  fine." 

She  had  read  for  a  few  minutes 
when  she  came  to  a  foot  note  and 
read.  'An  old  superstition  of  France 
to  cure  the  fever,  was  to  put  a  spider 
in  a  nut-shell.'  A  thought  flashed 
through  Marie's  mind.  Looking  at  her 
Aunt,  she  found  that  she  had  fallen 
asleep. 

She  stole  softly  out,  and  went  down 
into  the  small  cellar. 

"Ugh!  What  a  lot  of  spiders  there 
are.  I  hate  them,  but  if  it  will  cure 
Aunty's  fever  why,  of  course,  I  must 
put  one  in  a  nut-shell."  She  picked 
up  a  spider  with  a  leaf  and  carried  it 
to  the  pantry.  Alas,  there  were  no 
nuts. 

"I've  two  centimes  saved  and  I  will 
go  and  bu}^  some  nuts,"  said  Marie. 
She  ran  quietly  up  stairs,  and  then 
hurried  down  to  the  little  store  not 
far  away. 

"There  now  you're  in  your  nut- 
shell, Mr.  Spider,"  said  Alarie;  "I'll  put 
you  in  Aunt  Sophie's  room," 


About  four  days  later  the  Doctor 
came. 

"How  is  she?"  asked  Marie  in  an 
anxious  tone  of  voice. 

"She's  getting  on  finely.  You  haven't 
been  giving  her  nuts  have  you?  I 
found  this  one  in  her  room,"  said  the 
Doctor. 

Marie  blushed  and  looked  at  her 
feet.  .  As  the  Doctor  handed  the  nut 
to  Marie  it  fell  apart  and  the  spider 
rolled  out  dead. 

"What's  this?  What's  this?"  cried 
the  Doctor. 

Marie  felt  like  crying  but  did  not 
give  way  to  her  feelings,  and  soon  told 
him  all. 

"Ha!  Ha!  Ha!  Well  that's  pretty 
cute.  I  declare.  Well  good-by  my 
little  superstitious  girl,  good-day," 
said  the  Doctor. 

"Good-day  Doctor,"  said  Marie. 

Marie  had  a  little  thought  all  her 
own,  that  maybe  it  was  her  spider  in 
the  nut-shell,  and  not  the  Doctor's 
medicine,  that  made  her  Aunt  Sophie 
well. 

MARGOT  MANN. 


THE  ROMANCE  OF  THE  SPAN- 
ISH ROSE. 

On  the  building  at  the  Exposition 
grounds,  if  3'ou  will  notice,  roses  are 
used  a  great  deal  for  the  decorations. 
Simple  though  they  may  seem,  there 
is  a  love  story  or  romance  attached 
to  them. 

A  young  Spanish  prince  traveling 
across  the  desert  to  join  the  Crusa- 
ders became  ill  and  exhausted  from 
exposure  and  hunger.  He  was  found 
by  a  young  Turkish  lady  and  her 
father,  who  were  also  crossing  the 
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desert.  She  pleaded  with  her  father, 
until  he  consented  to  take  him  to 
their  home  where  she  nursed  and 
cared  for  him. 

When  the  prince  recovered  from  his 
illness,  the  two  were  married  and 
went  to  Spain  to  live  in  the  prnce's 
home  .  The  princess  not  being  used 
to  the  mild  climate  of  Spain,  began 
to  fade  away.  While  she  lay  very 
ill,  she  expressed  a  wish  for  one  of 
the  beautiful  white  roses  that  grew 
in  her  own  country. 

The  prince  traveled  back  over  the 
desert  and  brought  her  one  of  the 
rose  bushes,  but  as  roses  often  do, 
when  it  bloomed  it  was  bright  red. 
When  the  bride  saw  this,  she  said  to 
her  husband,  "This  rose  is  like  me; 
when  I  left  my  people  I  left  the 
white  rose  which  is  my  soul,  but  the 
red  rose  is  my  life  and  love  which  I 
have  brought  to  you."  With  these 
last  words  the  young  wife  died. 

The  prince  used  the  rose  as  a  dec- 
oration and  in  her  memory  it  became 
the  symbol  of  the  Spanish  people. 
It  is  known  as  "The  Rose  of  The 
Renaissance." 

ELEANOR  GliMBAL. 


'TWAS  THE  WITCHING  HOUR. 

'Twas  Hallowe'en,  and  the  full 
moon  shone  brightly  on  Palm  Avenue, 
where  a  black  cat  was  mewing  with 
all  his  might.  He  mewed  three  times, 
and  then  quick  as  a  flash,  thirteen 
witches  sprang  from  the  ground. 
Black  Cat  gave  a  weird  smile  of  de- 
light, started  running,  and,  beckoning 
for  the  witches  to  follow,  led  them  to 
the  Court  of  Abundance.  Upon  reach- 
ing it.  Black  Cat  quick)}-  arranged 
each  of  the  witches  around  the  foun- 
tain, and  then  jumped  upon  it  him- 
self. Beating  his  tail  three  times,  he 
called  the  meeting  to  order. 


"Witches  thirteen  are  ye,"  he  be- 
gan in  solemn  tones.  "As  you  well 
know,  this  is  the  first  time  in  the 
historj-  of  the  world  that  we  have  had 
the  pleasure  of  holding  our  hallowed 
ceremonies  on  the  Fair  grounds  of 
the  Panama-Pacific  Exposition  in  San 
Francisco."  The  witches  nodded  their 
answer. 

"Well,"  continued  Black  Cat,  "we 
may  as  well  start,  for  it  is  now  one 
minute  to  twelve.  You  know  the 
ceremonies,  so  proceed." 

The  cat  continued  to  sit  on  top  of 
the  fountain,  while  the  witches,  danc- 
ed around  the  circle  nine  times,  shout- 
ing and  clapping  their  hands  with 
glee.  As  the}"  stopped  on  the  ninth 
round,  the  cat  fell  forward  on  his  face 
with  a  loud  groan,  after  which  thir- 
teen ghosts  appeared  before  them. 
Black  Cat  resumed  his  former  posi- 
tion, and  ghosts  and  witches  took 
hands  and  danced  in  the  other  direc- 
tion nine  more  times. 

"Very  well  done.  Now  go,  you 
ghosties  thirteen,  and  haunt  the  wick- 
ed people  who  believe  not  in  ghosts." 
They  obe}"cd. 

"Now,  all  you  witches,  take  your 
brooms  and  sweep  off  the  dust  and 
cobwebs  from  the  domes  and  towers 
ot  the  Exposition  buildings.  Sweep 
all  the  corners  and  make  the  Fair  re- 
splendent for  the  people  to  marvel  at 
tomorrow."  The  witches  sprang  on 
their  brooms,  and  quickly  did  his  bid- 
ding. There  was  a  great  rustle  of 
garments  and  a  sound  of  sweeping  for 
two  hours,  while  the  witches  were 
completing  their  evening's  labor. 

The  next  day  when  the  sun  arose, 
he  smiled  and  looked  his  brightest, 
while  the  people  at  the  Exposition 
marvelled  at  its  splendor. 

VIRGINIA  MITCHELL. 
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OH  FUDGE! 


"Hey,  Jim,  I'll  tell  you  what  we'll 
do  to-day,"  said  Johnny.  "Let's  way- 
lay Fat  as  he  goes  to  his  aunt's 
to  bring  some  eggs.  He  told  me  he 
was  going.  We'll  play  a  joke  on  him. 
He's  such  a  sissy  anyhow.  You  nev- 
er see  a  bit  of  dirt  on  his  clothes  and 
that  enormous  red  tie  which  I  believe 
is  eight  inches  wide  and  it's  tied  in  a 
sissy's  bow.  Let's  give  it  to  him 
good.  We'll  swipe  his  eggs  and  sell 
them  and  then  we  can  buy  fish-hooks." 

"Sure,"  said  Jim.  "We'll  give  it  to 
him  good.  We'll  polish  his  suit  Avith 
mud  an'  tie  his  neck-tie  around  his 
mouth  to  prevent  him  from  hollering." 

At  two  o'clock  Fat  (so  called  on  ac- 
count of  his  thinness)  set  out  to  his 
aunt's  house.  He  carried  a  basket 
which  seemed  to  contain  eggs.  It 
Avas  covered  with  a  sack.  He  looked 
like  a  person  just  out  of  the  hat-box. 
Not  a  speck  of  dirt  was  to  be  seen  on 
his  suit.  His  patent  leather  shoes 
(which  pinched  him  terribly)  were 
tied  with  large  bows.  His  red  tie 
looked  like  a  danger  signal.  He  was 
indeed  glorious  to  behold. 

Fat  had  just  turned  the  corner 
when  a  large  sheet  was  thrown  over 
him.  His  neck-tie  was  torn  off  and 
he  was  bound  to  the  tree  with  it.  His 
legs  were  tied  Avith  rope  and  he  was 
left  to  his  fate.  But  after  Johnny  and 
Jimmy  had  left,  he  managed  to  get 
loose. 

After  the  culprits  had  seized  the 
basket,  they  made  ofif  Avith  it  to  Jim's 
house.  To  the  cellar  they  went  and 
planned  to  count  the  eggs.  The 
basket  appeared  to  contain  more 
than  twelve  dozen!  Eggs  at  this  time 
Avere  fifty  cents  a  dozen.  After  they 
had  bought  the  fish-hooks,  Johnny 
found  they  Avould  have  $5.75  left  over. 


"Gee,  Jim,  Ave  can  hire  that  yacht 
to-morroAv  and  that  Avill  leave  $4.75!" 

"Hey,  Johnny,  Ave  can  buy  a  dozen 
of  those  jams  they  sell  at  Farnum's 
and  that  Avill  leave  us  $2.55!  Then  the 
rest  Ave  Avill  use  to  go  to  toAvn  on  the 
Fourth  of  July!" 

They  then  opened  the  basket  and 
there  lay  six  little  inocent  kittens  fast 
asleep. 

ALLIE  PONSI. 


AN  INDIAN  HOLIDAY. 

One  day  Avhile  I  Avas  Avandering 
through  the  small  Avoods  just  beyond 
Globe,  Arizona,  I  was  startled  by  Ioav 
moans  and  incessant  grumblings,  in- 
terrupted only  by  an  occasional 
blood-  curdling  yell.  I  did  not  know 
Avhether  to  run  or  not,  but  as  my 
curiosity  Avas  too  great  I  Avent  closer. 
What  I  saw  was  quite  startling.  In- 
dians in  war  paint  and  feathers,  be- 
decked with  bracelets  and  beads,  and 
prancing  in  the  most  Aveird  manner. 
At  times  they  jumped  high  in  the  air, 
and  then  lay  flat  on  the  ground.  In 
their  midst  I  could  see  a  wooden  head 
about  a  foot  and  one-half  high.  This 
seemed  to  be  the  object  of  their  at- 
tention, and  the  reason  for  their  queer 
manner. 

When  they  finished,  they  all  set- 
tled down  as  calmly  and  quietly  as  if 
nothing  had  happened.  There  Avas 
not  a  sound,  until  an  old,  Avrinkled 
man  bent  Avith  age,  and  tottering 
upon  his  staff,  rose  and  spoke  a  few 
words  which  I  could  not  hear  from 
my  hiding  place.  As  all  the  Indians 
listened  attentively  it  Avas  e\'ident 
that  he  Avas  their  leader. 

When  he  had  finished  speaking  and 
had     taken  his     place  in     the  circle 
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around  the  wooden  image,  a  fearful 
babble  broke  out.  Everj'body  wa'^ 
talking  at  once,  and  even  if  it  had  not 
been  in  a  language  strange  to  me,  I 
doubt  whether  I  could  have  under- 
stood them. 

The  old  squaws  rose  and  went  a  lit- 
tle distance  away  to  a  clump  of  trees. 
Some  soon  came  back  with  rough  tin 
kettles,  and  others  with  raw  meat. 
They  put  them  down  outside  the  cir- 
cle, and  went  away  to  gather  dry 
sticks  and  leaves.  Very  soon  they 
had  a  blazing  fire  over  which  they 
placed  their  kettles  and  meat. 

The  men  kept  up  their  incessant 
talking  until  the  squaws  set  the  food 
before  them.  Then  they  fell  on  it  as 
if  they  had  almost  reached  the  point 
of  starvation. 

When  they  had  finished  their  feast, 
the  squaws  cleared  everything  away. 
Some  of  the  men  went  to  sleep,  while 
others  ended  the  day  in  laughing  and 
talking  boisterously. 

FELICIA  MEIKLE. 


TO  A  BABY  I  LOVE. 

There  is  a  babe  I  dearly  love  to  hold,  • 
And  she  has  laughing  eyes  of  deepest 
blue, 

Her  hair  is  a  mass  of  ringlets  like  to 
gold. 

Her  dimpled   checks   are   of   a  rosy 
hue. 

When  e'er  she  smiles  you  tliink  that 

Heaven's  with  you 
In   guise  of   this   adorable   babe  for 

thee. 

You  look  in  her  eyes  as  if  a  mirror 
through, 

And  truth  and  innocence  you  plainly 
see 

In  this  darling  little  child  who  is  not 
yet  quite  three. 
GENEVIEVE  JEFFERSON. 


A  MIDNIGHT  ADVENTURE. 

It  was  a  hot,  sultry  afternoon.  The 
Boy  Scouts  were  lying  around  in  the 
shade  talking.  Soon  they  cooked  their 
supper,  and  went  to  bed. 

The  boys  were  camped  on  the  bank 
of  a  swift  river  in  the  middle  of  which 
was  a  very  tall,  dead  pine  tree.  It 
was  so  high  that  it  was  used  for  a 
landmark.  On  the  opopsite  bank 
was  a  railroad  track. 

Ned,  the  patrol  leader,  woke  up, 
hearing  a  big  crash.  He  called  Bob,  his 
chum,  and  they  went  out  together. 

"Bob!  it's  the  old  landmark!  Let's 
get  the  canoe."  They  hurried  down 
to  the  river,  and  found  that  the  tree 
had  fallen  right  across  the  railroad 
track. 

"The  Midnight  Express!"  was  in  the 
minds  of  both  boys. 

"We'll  have  to  go  across,"  said 
Ned.    "Come  on." 

Lighting  their  lantern,  the  boys 
launched  the  canoe.  Then  Bob  said, 
"We'll  have  to  do  our  best  to-night." 
They  paddled  with  all  their  strength, 
for  the  ouv/^'iit  Wc  s  strong.  At  last 
they  got  on  the  lower  side  of  the  old 
pine  t:ee  As  they  reached  the  other 
bank  they  heard  a  train  whist]'^  a  long 
distance  off.  What  were  the  bovs  to 
do? 

"Oh,  for  something  red!"  cried 
Ned.  He  felt  in  his  pocket,  and  then 
shouted:  "I  have  it."  He  took  out  a 
piece  of  film  for  his  kodak,  and  held  it 
before  the  lantern.    It  was  red! 

FRED  HURT. 


Miss  Fisher,  in  Algebra,  to  Leitlia 
Hathaway:    "Define  a  fraction." 

Lcitha:  "A  fraction  is  a  horizontal 
line  witli  a  number  on  both  sides  of 
it." 


THE  TARGET 


GIRLS'  BASKETBALL. 

Basketball  is  one  of  the  most  popu- 
lar games  of  the  season.  The  manager 
is  Dorothj-  Bell  Trusch,  with  Lois 
Pearce  as  captain  of  the  senior  team; 
Eleanor  Alead  of  the  Juniors;  Natalie 
Raymond,  of  the  High  7th  team,  and 
Katharine  Burke  of  the  Lo^v  7th. 
On  November  8th,  Franklin's  first 
team  was  scheduled  to  meet  our  firsts, 
and  the  Seventh  Graders  of  the 
Whittier  School  were  to  play  our 
Seventh  Grade  girls,  but  the  weather 
did  not  permit.  However,  we  expect 
to  have  some  contests  soon. 

The  members  of  the  senior  team 
are:  goals — Camille  Haynes,  Dor- 
othy Bell  Tusch,  Lois  Pearce;  guards 
— Grace  Scrantom,  Louise  Lawton, 
Evelyn  Barber;  center — Jane  Reilly; 
sides — }^Iadelina  Scrantom  and  Amy 
Horning. 

The  line-up  of  the  Juniors  is:  goals 
— ]\Iargot  Mam,   Betty  Barrows,  El- 


eanor ^lead;  guards — Catherine  But- 
ler, Grace  Greet,  Francis  Jordan;  cen- 
ter— Elsie  Houghton;  sides — Jean 
Scotford,  Charlotte  Arnold. 

The  High  7th  players  are:  goals — 
Anita  Foss,  Gertrude  ^lontgomerj^ 
Elizabeth  Roberts;  guards — Anita 
Avila;  sides — Natalie  Raymond,  and 
Alice  Queen. 

The  Low  7th  team  is:  goals — 
Kathcrine  Burlee,  Irene  Reid,  Elinore 
Stillman;  guards — Cornelia  Morris, 
}ilartha  Webb,  Irene  Huddard;  cen- 
ter— Enid  Browning;  sides — Loretta 
Wardlaw,  Florence  Shaw. 


TENNIS  NOTES. 

The  Tennis  Club  has  a  membership 
of  over  fifty  girls  this  term,  which  is 
an  increase  of  about  twentj'  members 
since  last  year.  There  is  much  en- 
thusiasm      being     shown,   but  the 


THE  TARGET 


13 


matches  are  being  played  off  slowly, 
nevertheless,  owing  to  the  fact  that 
the  girls  do  not  always  come  when 
they  are  scheduled  to  play.  It  is  the 
aim  of  the  manager,  Isabella  Hill,  to 
finish  the  matches  as  soon  as  possible 
in  order  to  get  a  champion  for  each 
grade.  The  finals  are  then  to  be 
played  on  the  Berkeley  Tennis  Chib 
courts.  Help  out  your  manager  by 
co-operating  with  her  and  playing  on 
scheduled  time! 


BASEBALL. 

Baseball  is  a  new  game  among  the 
girls  and  many  of  them  have  become 
interested  in  the  sport.  The  coach, 
Miss  Schaffer  has  organized  two 
teams  that  practice  on  Tuesday  af- 
ternoon. The  girls  hope  to  play 
some  match  games  with  the  Whit- 
tier  School  team. 


BOYS'  BASKETBALL. 

The  basketball  season  opened  with 
the  intention  of  having  an  unlimited, 
a  120-lb,  and  a  100-lb.  team  represent- 
ed in  the  league  with  the  other  inter- 
mediate schools.  On  October  4,  a 
meeting  was  held  at  which  represen- 
tatives were  present  from  all  the 
schools.  It  was  decided  to  change  the 
120-lb.  team  to  the  second  team  and 
have  only  the  unlimited  and  second 
teams  represented  in  the  league.  The 
100-lb.  team  has  won  both  of  its 
games  with  the  Le  Conte  100-pound- 
ers.  Those  on  the  100-lb.  team  are: 
Nelson  Chick  (capt.),  Norman  Cleave- 
land,  Tuller  Lyman,  George  Francis, 
Carl  Beyer  and  George  Knoop.  The 
second  team  lost  all  its  games,  because 
it  has  played  against  much  heavier 
and  stronger  teams.  The  players  on 
the  second  team  are:  Ashley  Hill 
(capt.),  Clarence  Mitchell,  John  Perk- 
ins, John  Madden,  Oscar  Cameron  and 
Louis  Erwin. 


The  unlimited  team  lost  their  only 
game  on  account  of  lack  of  practice. 
If  more  rooters  had  appeared  to 
root  for  the  team,  some  of  the  scores 
might  have  been  different.  The  un- 
limited team  is:  Porter  Crandell 
(capt.),  George  Bliss,  Charles  Whit- 
worth,  Melvin  Lee,  Wm.  Foss  and 
Francis  Kelsey. 


CROSSING  MARKET  STREET. 

Willie  and  his  mother  came  out  of 
the  Emporium.  Willie  had  a  new  pop- 
gun which  he  had  taken  out  of  the 
case,  and  was  just  taking  aim  at  a 
number  of  balloons  held  by  an  Ital- 
ian, when  his  mother  caught  his  arm. 

"Willie!  what  do  you  mean?" 

Willie  broke  away  and  ran  into  the 
street  in  front  of  an  auto. 

"Willie!"  screamed  his  mother, 
"come  here!"  But  the  auto  turned  and 
went  between  Willie  and  his  mother. 

His  mother  ran  out  and  W^illie  ran 
toward  the  middle  of  the  street  where 
he  bumped  into  a  traffic  policeman, 
and  was  so  frightened  that  he  ran  in 
front  of  an  oncoming  street  car,  where 
he  slipped  and  fell. 

"Willie!"  the  cry  was  half  drowned 
by  the  grinding  and  scraping  that  fol- 
lowed as  the  brakes  were  applied  to 
the  street  car.  But  the  car  came  on. 
On,  on,  it  came  until  it  seemed  as 
though  he  surely  would  be  killed.  But 
a  man  ran  out  from  the  sidewalk, 
caught  the  child  by  the  patent  leather 
belt,  and  returned  to  the  sidewalk. 
Willie  had  not  been  hurt,  but  the  man 
had  his  leg  cut  by  the  steps  of  the 
car. 

Willie  got  a  scolding  and  did  not  go 
on  Market  Street  for  a  long  time  aft- 
erward. He  also  lost  his  popgun 
which  was  run  over  by  the  street  car. 
This  caused  him  much  grief. 

EDWARD  SCOTT. 
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IN  MONTEREY. 

There  are  many  picturesque  old 
adobes  in  Monterey,  that  just  make 
you  imagine  a  story  for  ever}'  one  of 
them.  I  could  see  the  gay  senorita 
perched  upon  the  balcon}-  and  hoar 
the  tinkling  of  the  guitar  in  the  rose 
arbor  beneath  her,  see  the  gayly  dress- 
ed people  hurrying  to  mass,  and  the 
padres  pulling  the  bell  ropes,  the  fine 
balls  at  the  Customs  House,  Isabella 
(her  favorite)  with  her  stolen  pearls, 
the  bright  dresses,  the  jewels  and 
laughter — I  could  see  it  all.  AVe 
stopped  before  the  most  picturesque 
and  romantic  looking  house  and  gazed 
and  gazed  expecting  to  see  a  bright 
dress  and  laughing  face  peep  from 
behind  the  trees.  Roses  were  ramb- 
ling all  over  it  and  the  garden  too, 
red  passion  vine  Avas  hanging  in 
bright  festoons  over  the  cypress  trees, 
and,  hiding  the  crumbling  old  wall.  As 
we  were  looking  at  this  lovely  picture, 
the  sunset  gun  at  the  Preside  was 
fired,  taps  were  sounded  as  the  flag 
was  hauled  fluttering  down.  We  turn- 
ed and  saw  the  moon,  a  wonderful 
orange  red,  such  as  I  never  saAV  be- 
fore, come  up  over  the  mountair,  s; 
it  played  on  the  old  sweet-smelling 
garden,  and  the  once  splashing  foun- 
tain; the  passion  vine  shone  blood- 
red  against  the  dark  cypress  trees.  It 
was  all  so  quiet,  calm  and  lovely  that 
we  hardly  spoke  at  all  but  wondered 
and  thought  about  the  one  who  once 
lived  there. 

BERNICE  HUGGINS. 


Teacher:  "Who  is  the  most  cruel 
man  in  the  world  to  animals?" 

A'larjorie:  "I  don't  know." 

Tay  Cutler:  "The  man  who  put 
catsup  (cats-up)  in  bottles." 


LITTLE  WOLF. 

He  always  was  weak  from  the  first. 
A\"hen  the  rest  of  the  litter  would  play, 
he  would  sit  with  mother  wolf  and 
look  on.  They  were  very  happy  un- 
til that  awful  winter  when  there  was 
hardly  any  food  to  be  had.  His  moth- 
er then  started  out  to  hunt  for  some- 
thing to  eat,  taking  with  her  the  two 
strong  cubs  and  leaving  him  in  the 
cave.     They  never  returned. 

He  managed  to  get  through  the 
winter  on  a  few  rabbits,  the  only 
thing  he  could  kill.  On  the  spring 
he  was  full  grown  and  greatly  un- 
dersized for  a  wolf. 

And  then  came  the  day  he  was  ad- 
mitted to  the  pack.  The  leader  was 
the  largest  and  strongest  wolf  in  the 
country.  Little  Wolf,  as  the  pack  call- 
ed him,  was  very  ambitious  and  the 
only  thing  that  would  satisfy  him  was 
to  be  leader  of  the  pack.  The  only 
wa3'  he  could  become  leader  of  the 
pack  was  to  fight  and  defeat  the  pres- 
ent one. 

In  the  limits  of  their  hunting  ground 
there  was  a  very  steep  cliff.  Little 
\A'olf  thought  that  if  he  could  manage 
to  get  the  leader  to  the  edge  of  it 
he  could  push  him  into  the  ravine. 
The  next  day  as  he  was  drinking  at 
a  little  spring  he  heard  a  slight  noise 
and  turning,  he  beheld  the  leader 
about  to  spring  at  him.  He  jumped 
and  the  leader  followed  him. 

At  last  he  came  to  the  edge  of  the 
cliff  and  stopped  there.  He  waited 
until  the  leader  came  up.  The  larger 
wolf  stopped  and  got  ready  to  spring. 
Little  Wolf  stood  there  as  if  he  were 
daring  him  to  come  on.  The  larger 
wolf  jumped  and  as  he  did  the  Little 
Wolf  suddenly  lay  flat  on  the  ground. 
Too  late  the  leader  saw  the  trick  and 
unable  to  stop  himself  he  plunged  over 
the  cliff. 

Little    Wolf   stood   up   and  shook 
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himself  and  trotted  down  the  road  for 
he  knew  that  now  he  was  leader. 

STEPHEN  WILMANS. 


Catharine  McManus,  seeing  a  bi- 
cycle with  motor  attachment:  "There 
goes  a  Baby  Ford." 


IN  THE   ADIRONDACK  PvIOUN- 
TAINS. 

From  Sunrise  Peak  on  the  foothills 
of  the  Adirondack  Mountains,  I  see 
extending  far  beneath  me  a  great  for- 
est of  primeval  trees.  Its  bending 
branches  and  blackened  trunks  are 
silent  witnesses  of  the  Redman's  rest- 
less spirit. 

And  the  perennial  breeze 
Doth   whisper   weirdly  an  unwrtten 
tale 

Of  him  who  fought  with  neither  lance 
nor  mail. 

Through  the  shadowy  ravine  a 
stream  leaps  over  rock  and  moss  as 
it  takes  its  way  to  the  shimmering 
lake  below.  Under  the  rustic  bridge 
it  flows,  and  on  through  the  meadow 
it  winds,  watering  the  orchard  trees 
of  the  farmhouse  beyond.  Alder 
bushes  and  sumach  skirt  the  sandy 
shore  of  the  lake  and  long,  Avhitc 
tongues  of  sand  jut  out  into  its  limpid 
depths.  Glistening  in  the  early  dawn, 
it  looks  as  if  some  Midas  with  a  sil- 
ver touch  had  bathed  in  its  sparkling 
waters.  On  the  opposite  shore  rug- 
ged bluffs  rise  in  tiers  higher  and 
higher  until  they  culminate  in  tlic  ma- 
jestic heights  of  Black  Mountain  and 
Sugar  Loaf.  These  peaks  are  the 
foreground  of  a  wilderness  of  ranges 
that  roll  on  and  on  out  of  the  state 
and  into  the  walls  of  the  Green  Moun- 
tains. Dark,  rugged  pines  cover  these 
rocky  slopes,  their  symphony  of  green 
concealing  the  dreary  uncultivated 
waste. 


Far  above  the  highest  peak,  among 
the  fleecy  clouds  an  eagle  soars  in 
those  heights  secure  from  molesta- 
tion. 

The  frost  has  touched  with  scarlet 
and  gold  the  maple,  chestnut  and  oak. 
They  fling  their  gorgeous  coloring 
like  banners  from  shore  and  isle,  un- 
til the  opal  lake  seems  full  of  fires, 
the  spirits  of  those  ancient,  wigwam 
inglesides. 

WINIFRED  WISHARD. 


CAUSE  FOR  ALARM. 

Once  a  man,  who  had  more  money 
than  courage,  was  slightly  hurt  by  a 
fall.  He  sent  a  hurried  call  for  the 
doctor  who  quickly  rushed  to  his  aid. 
When  the  physician  saw  what  a  minor 
injury  it  was,  he  was  disgusted,  but 
remained  silent. 

He  called  a  servant  to  his  side,  and 
said  to  him: 

"Run  to  my  office  as  fast  as  you 
can,  and  get  me  some  adhesive  plas- 
ter." 

"Is  there  much  danger,  doctor?" 
asked  the  frightened  patient. 

"Well,  said  the  doctor,  "there  cer- 
tainly is.  If  that  man  doesn't  run 
like  a  racehorse,  the  wound  may  be 
healed  before  he  gets  back  here." 

MALCOLM  URE. 


An  indulgent  father  after  giving  a 
small  boy  a  very  expensive  train, 
would  not  let  him  run  it. 

Small  boy: — "Father,  do  I  really 
own  the  train?" 

Father: — "Yes,  my  boy,  but  the 
owner  never  runs  his  train,  so  I  am 
your  engineer." 

Small  boy:— "Well,  father,  do  I 
really  own  it?" 

Father:— "Yes." 

Small  boy: — "Well,  then,  you  are 
fired." 

Tile  boy  ran  the  train. 
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THE  JITNEY  PARADISE. 

Somewhere  up  in  the  sky,  there  is  a 
Jitney  Paradise.  It  is  a  long  and 
winding  road  to  the  Jitnej'  Paradise, 
but  all  good  jitney  s  (and  they  are  al- 
most all  good),  will  be  mighty  glad 
when  they  get  there.  And  no  wonder! 
\\'hat  sensible  jitney  wouldn't  be  glad 
to  be  where  there  is  no  rain  to  make 
the  golden  streets  slippery?  And, 
more  than  that,  they  don't  have  to 
use  gasoline  or  oil,  because  the  "jits," 
or  jitnej"  angels,  drive  them. 

And,  when  a  poor  old  1912  car 
comes  panting  up,  the  big  Pierce  Ar- 
row, king  of  the  jitnej'S,  promptly 
puts  a  force  of  "jits"  to  work  on  it, 
and  they  put  gold  and  silver  uphol- 
ster}- on  it,  and  oil  it  up  until  you'd 
think  the  old  car  certainly  ought  to 
be  the  king. 

And,  indeed,  when  you  think  of  it, 
it's  no  wonder  a  jitnej"  would  like  to 
leave  the  great  earthly  city,  chock 
full  of  traffic  policemen  and  street 
cars,  to  go  to  this  wonderful  place. 

And  so,  jitney  driver,  don't  blame 
your  car  too  much,  if  suddenly  it  re- 
fuses to  obey  3-our  hand,  and  plunges 
off  to  destruction,  for,  you  see,  per- 
haps it  knows  of  a  better  place  than 
earth  for  a  jitney. 

HAZEL  DAVIS. 


BOBBY'S  BURGLAR. 

It  was  on  a  cold  winter  night,  out 
in  Kansas  that  our  small  Bobb}- 
caught  his  burglar.  The  wind  was 
whistling  and  howling  outside,  and 
all  was  still  inside,  save  now  and  then 
the  rattling  of  a  window.  Bobby  lay 
in  bed  thinking  of  all  the  fine  pres- 
ents he  had  received  for  his  birthday-, 
and  wondering  what  his  father,  who 
was  to  be  away  for  a  few  more  days, 
would  bring  him.  All  of  a  sudden  he 
heard  a  queer  scratching  noise. 


Bobb\"  was  very  timid  as  a  rule,  but 
somehow  tonight  he  felt  full  of  cour- 
age. Perhaps  it  Avas  because  there 
were  only  women  in  the  house  that 
night,  and  he  felt  a  sense  of  responsi- 
bility. But  perhaps  not,  for  he  was 
onl}'  ten. 

Silentl}'  he  crept  to  the  foot  of  the 
stairs  and  listened.  He  was  sure  he 
heard  someone  fumbling  with  the 
front  door  lock.  He  thought  of  all 
the  stories  of  burglars  he  had  read, 
and  especially  of  "Edith's  Burglar." 
Remembering  how  brave  she  was,  he 
cautiouslj^  crept  downstairs,  and  just 
as  he  reached  the  bottom  the  door 
opened,  and  who  should  walk  in  but 
his  father.  Mr.  Block  was  very  sur- 
prised to  see  his  son  downstairs,  white 
as  a  ghost  and  trembling  like  an  as- 
pen, at  twelve  o'clock  at  night.  But 
Bobby's  fright  was  soon  forgotten 
when  he  saw  what  his  father  had  for 
him — a  silver  watch.  Xow  Bobby's 
greatest  wish  was  gratified. 

GRACE  GREET. 


ON  A  FARM. 

Oh,  far  away  out  on  the  dear  old  farm. 
Beneath  the  orchard  trees  I  tised  to 
roam 

And  read  my  story  books  which  held 

such  charm. 
Then  when  the   sun'd  go  down,  I'd 

wander  home. 
As  I'd  approach  the  old  corn  stalks 

so  tall, 

'Twould  hardly   seem   as     it  'twas 

corn  at  all. 
For  peeping  out  between  the  leaves 

so  green 

The  little  gnomes  in  brown  could  well 
be  seen; 

It  seemed  to  me  as  if  'twas  but  a  fairj' 
dream. 

HELEX  MASLIX. 
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'TARGET  '  STAFF 

Helen  Lightncr   —       Manager 

Marc  Sherwood       -  —  Editor 


Assistants : 


Lois  Brock 
Hooper  Cainc 
Muriel  Collins 
Pauline  Elder 
Allyn  Hargear 
Louise  Lawton 
Nancy  Lloyd 
Lurana  Lord 
Dorothy  Manassc 
Helen  IMaslin 


Jack  Melville 
Jane  Reilly 
Katherine  Rhodes 
Geoffrey  Roberts 
Clay  Spolni 
Walter  St.  John 
Gorgea  Towle 
Charles  Whitworth 
Katharine  Wilder 
Marian  Woolsey 


MR. 


Advisory  Board. 

CLARK   Principal 


MISS  CHRISTY      Teacher 


We  are  all  public  spirited  citizens 
and  like  to  sec  a  broad,  fine  street, 
but  -when  that  charming  soft-voiced 
young  lady  has  hard  work  to  make 
herself  heard,  to  a  man  we  would  love 
to  rush  out  and  choke  that  concrete- 
mixer.. 


We  are  glad  to  sec  that  McKinley  is 
putting  on  a  new  winter  coat.  It  is 
a  great  deal  more  becoming  than  the 
faded,  dingy  one  ■\\hich  it  wore  for  so 
long;  and  we  are  sure  Uiat  the  Mc- 
Kinley school  students  fullj'^  appreci- 
ate it. 
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There  are  many  and  various  noises, 
but  the  noises  around  our  school  are 
quite  unique.  There  is  the  creaking  of 
ropes  and  pullers,  the  enlightening 
conversation  of  the  painters,  the  tap- 
ping and  tattooing  of  carpenters,  and 
last  but  not  least  the  grunting  and 
squeaking  of  the  donkc}-  engine  on 
Dwight  Way.  And  the  worst  is  yet 
to  come — the  steam-roller  I 


SCHOOL  CITY  NOTES. 

At  the  first  election  of  the  term  the 
following  candidates  were  successful: 
Mayors — Marian  Woolsej",  William 
Beckett;  commissioners  of  athletics — 
Lois  Brock,  Francis  Kelsey;  com- 
missioners of  law  and  order — Helen 
Lightner,  Charles  Whitworth;  judges 
— Winifred  Wishard,  Harold  Wool- 
sey. 

On  Xovember  fifth,  Lois  Brock  and 
Geoffrey  Roberts  were  the  choice  of 
the  citizens  for  the  office  of  mayor  of 
their  respective  cities;  Muriel  Collins 
and  Merrill  Bonner,  for  judges;  Lillian 
Leland  and  Clarence  Mitchell,  for 
commissioners  of  law  and  order;  Isa- 
bella Hill  and  Jeck  Melville  for  com- 
missioners of  athletics.  We  hope  that 
the  citizens  and  policemen  will  do  all 
in  their  power  to  asisst  these  officers 
of  their  choice. 


MUSICAL  NOTES. 

The  Orchestra. 

The  members  of  the  orchestra  this 
semester  are:  First  Aiolin,  Arthur 
Gunderson  (concert  master),  Phyllis 
Harms,  Eleanor  Weber,  Philip  Dovx- 
dell,  Helen  Von  Ende,  Frederick  Deni- 
son,  Sheldon  Trenery,  John  Brothers; 
second  violins,  Marjorie  Bond  (lead- 
er), Miriam  Pe3-ser,  Erato  Dehmel, 
Ashley  Hill,  Ruth  McBride,  Susie 
Wilkins,  Herman   Tockers,  Henrietta 


Pej'ser;  flute,  Kendrick  Bell;  clarinets, 
Harold  Woolsey,  Ford  Barrett;  first 
cornets,  \\'alter  St.  John,  Clarence 
^litchell;  second  cornets,  Stanley 
Donogh,  Lucian  Eastland;  bass,  Xeal 
Kleingard;  trombones,  Lowell  Schultz, 
Ralph  Bcals;  bass  drum,  Francis  Phil- 
lips; snare  drum  and  bells,  Charles 
Whitworth;  accompanist,  Muriel  Col- 
lins. 

On  ^Monday  evening,  October  11, 
the  orchestra  responded  to  an  invita- 
tion to  plaj'  for  the  Boy  Scouts  at  the 
High  School  Auditorium.  The  selec- 
tion given  Avere  "Amaryllis,"  and 
"Aloha  Oe.'"  They  pla^-ed  under  the 
leadership  of  ^Miss  Ellerhorst  and 
their  efforts  were  well  received.  The 
organization  is  now  learning  several 
new  selections  and  hopes  to  give  a 
school  concert  near  the  end  of  the 
term. 


THE  BAND. 

We  have  an  excellent  band  this  sea- 
son. They  have  already  played  at 
the  Boy  Scouts'  entertainment  and  are 
to  give  a  concert  in  the  near  future. 
The}-  played  at  our  assembly  on  Xo- 
vember 4,  and  we  shall  be  pleased  to 
hear  them  soon  again. 

The  members  of  the  organization  are 
Cornets,  Walter  St.  John,  Clarence 
Mitchell,  Stanley-  Donogh,  Lucian 
Eastland,  LTysses  Patchett;  clarinets, 
Harold  Woolsej-,  Ford  Barrett;  trom- 
bones, Ralph  Beals,  Lowell  Schultze, 
Xeal  Kleingard;  baritone,  Charles 
Whitworth;  alto,  Morrill  King;  tenor, 
Heber  Gute;  drums.  Proctor  MacDon- 
ald  and  Francis  Phillips.  Hartlej- 
Hathawaj"  and  Scott  McKendrie  are 
studying  the  clarinet  and  avc  hope 
they  Avill  soon  be  able  to  be  plajnng 
with  the  band.  Wc  shall  also  have 
one  more  alto  and  a  piccolo  player. 
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PIANO  CLUB. 

This  organization  lias  53  members 
now  and  more  boys  than  usual,  wc  are 
pleased  to  say.  The  first  meeting 
was  held  in  October,  when  the  fol- 
lowing program  was  rendered:  Henry 
Snyder  played  "The  Two  Larks,"  by 
Leschitizka ;  Madclina  Scrantom, 
"Berceuse,"  from  JoceVn;  Helen 
Lightner  played  two  Preludes,  by 
Chopin;  Priscilla  Collem,  "Dance  Ca- 
price," by  Grieg;  Irma  Ridley,  "Fall- 
ing Waters,"  by  Truax.  At  our  No- 
vember meeting  we  shall  listen  to 
Muriel  Collins,  Pauline  Elder,  Louise 
Lawton,  Dorothy  Ellingwood,  Cath- 
arine McManus,  and  Ernest  de  Rey- 
nier. 

The  officers  of  the  club  are:  presi- 
dent, Lillian  Leland;  vice-president, 
Helen  Lightner;  secretary,  Henry 
Snyder. 


THE  GLEE  CLUB. 

The  Glee  Club  has  about  70  mem- 
bers with  Muriel  Collins  as  accom- 
panist. They  are  studying  "Gloria" 
from  "The  Twelfth  Mass,"  by  Mo- 
zart, "Let  Love  Undying"  from  the 
opera  of  "Dinorah,"  by  Meyerbeer, 
and  other  selections  as  well.  They 
hope  to  sing  for  the  school  before 
the  term  closes. 


AS  A  DOG  SEES  THE  PANAMA 
INTERNATIONAL  EXPOSITION. 

(Related  by  Himself.) 

I  was  quite  happj^  and  contented  ly- 
ing in  our  big  sunny  yard  and  occas- 
ionally jumping  at  a  flying  bird  or 
barking  at  the  neighbor's  cat,  but  now 
my  Irfe  is  full  of  horrible  dreams.  It 
all  came  about  like  this.  One  bright 
summer  morning  while  I  was  having  a 


quiet  little  nap,  my  mistress  came 
out  and  began  grooming  me  as  she 
alone  knows  how.  Of  course  my  first 
thought  was  that  a  good  run  was  in 
view,  but  when  she  began  to  unwrap 
my  very  best  Sunday  collar  from 
quantities  of  tissue  paper  I  knew  there 
was  something  else  on  the  program. 
I  had  a  faint  suspicion  that  it  was 
one  of  those  detestible  dog  shows  that 
we  all  dread  and  that  our  owners 
seem  to  delight  in,  but  to  my  sur- 
prise I  w^as  put  on  the  leash  and 
started  for  the  train.  Now  I  know 
that  all  dogs  love  novelty  but  this  was 
my  first  experience  on  the  train  and 
I  must  confess  I  was  scared  almost 
to  death.  Then  wdien  I  was  taken 
off  and  I  began  to  breathe  more  free- 
ly, she  led  me  on  a  big  boat.  I  was 
scared  again  but  w-hcn  I  discovered 
she  was  to  remain  with  me  and  kept 
patting  my  head  every  time  I  looked 
up  in  her  face,  I  calmed  down. 

When  we  finally  arrived  at  the  big 
exposition,  everyone  seemed  to  be 
in  a  hurry.  There  w-ere  many  en- 
trances and  each  one  had  some  kind 
of  a  sign  on  it.  I  wondered  to  my- 
self w^hich  of  them  my  mistress  would 
choose  and  as  she  walked  directly 
over  to  one  I  felt  that  she  must  be 
a  very  wdse  person.  The  big  gate 
keeper  looked  rather  cross  when  he 
saw  me  and  I  made  up  my  mind,  when 
I  heard  him  say,  "This  ain't  no  place 
for  dogs,"  to  make  a  grand  rush  under 
one  of  those  queer  little  gates  and 
meet  my  mistress  on  the  other  side. 
I  was  dreadfully  nervous  for  fear  I 
should  be  thrown  out  and  kept  very 
close  to  her  heels.  Just  ahead  of 
us  arose  that  wonderful  Tower  of 
Jewels,  and  for  once  in  my  life  my 
shiny  coat  and  pedigreed  greatness 
were  ignored,  as  everyone  rushed  to- 
ward it.  What  appealed  to  me  most  of 
anj'thing     were  those  invitino^  ponds 
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of  water  on  either  side  of  us  and  my 
greatest  desire  was  to  rush  through 
the  flower  beds  and  take  a  swim. 
Just  one  look  at  my  mistress  Avas 
sufficient  to  settle  that  question  once 
and  for  all. 

We  walked  down  one  of  the  big  ave- 
nues to  one  of  the  buildings  and  start- 
ed to  enter,  but  it  took  less  time  than 
it  takes  to  tell  it  to  discover  Ave  AA  ere 
not  AA'elcome.  My  mistress  Avas  peeved 
and  I  heard  her  say  something  under 
her  breath  about  "stupid  people  and 
dogs  and  expositions."  We  then 
started  doAvn  the  avenue  to  a  place 
where  she  confidentialh'  told  me  Ave 
Avould  be  Avelcome.  It  aa^s  the  Zone! 
Uncle  Sam  smiled  doAAn  at  me  in  the 
most  friendly  Avaj-  from  way  up  in 
Toyland  and  the  noises  coming  from 
both  sides  of  the  street  made  me  re- 
alize that  AA'e  AA  ere  in  more  congenial 
surroundings.  But  for  the  first  time 
since  entering  the  gate,  it  daAvned  on 
me  that  there  were  no  other  dogs  on 
the  grounds.  This  surprised  me  and 
then  I  heard  a  coarse  A'oice  call  out 
right  near  me,  "Hot  dog  sandAAiches," 
and  I  AA^as  more  scared  than  I  CA-er 
expect  to  be  again.  Hoaa-  I  did  Avish 
I  AAere  home  again  in  my  comfortable 
yard.  xA.s  AA^e  walked  up  to  ToA'land  I 
kept  verA^  close  to  her  heels.  We 
AACnt  through  another  of  those  queer 
clicking  gates  and  AA"hen  I  looked 
around  the  building  seemed  to  be 
falling  doAAii.  Some  of  them  Avere 
lopsided  and  others  Avith  the  roofs 
sliding  off.  Surelj^  this  AA'as  not  Toy- 
land  but  Crazyland  She  Avanted  to 
enter  some  of  them,  but  I  pulled 
back  so  hard  that  she  gaAe  it  up. 
Then  aa'c  Avent  in  the  Flea  Circus. 
NoAA'  if  there  is  one  thing  that  a  dog 
is  educated  in,  it  is  the  capability  of 
fleas,  and  this  circus  apepaled  to  me 
more  than  auA-thing  else  I  had  seen. 
It  AA-as  a  good   shoAA-  and   I  AA'ould 


recommend  it  to  any  of  my  friends 
Avho  might  be  taken  to  the  Fair.  We 
later  AAalked  through  the  Giants'  kitch- 
en and  came  upon  Avhat  I  thought  to 
be  a  dog  shoAA"  from  the  sounds  I 
heard.  But  to  my  educated  idea  of 
such  things  it  AA-as  nothing  more  or 
less  than  a  lo't  of  hoAvling  curs.  I 
wondered  to  myself  AA'hy  these  poor 
animals  AA"ere  confined  and  Avhile  con- 
sidering, I  glanced  up  and  there  in 
full  sight  of  CA-eryone  Avas  a  large 
sausage  mill. 

For  the  first  time  I  realized  AA"hy 
"hot  dog  sandAviches"  Avere  so  popu- 
lar, and  at  the  same  time  I  began 
to  be  dreadfulh^  nerA"ous.  I  A\-anted  to 
go  home. 

My  mistress  ncA-er  tires  of  relat- 
ing to  her  friends  Iioaa-  scared  I  AA-as 
all  day  and  hoAA-  my  tail  AAas  tucked 
betAA  Cen  my  legs  until  Ave  reached  our 
back  gate.  I  am  quite  of  the  opinion 
of  the  gate  man  A\-ho  said,  "This 
ain't  no  place  for  dogs,"  for  I.  AA-ouldn't 
recommend  it  to  auA-  of  niA-  canine 
friends   for  a  pleasure  trip. 

MARIOX  GROVER. 


APOSTROPHE    TO    THE  CAM- 
PANILE. 

Oh,  fair  and  stately  Campanile!  As 
I  gaze  in  Avonder  at  your  chaste  and 
perfect  column,  a  flood  of  thoughts 
come  rushing  into  my  mind.  Hoav 
straight  and  true  are  your  lines.  You 
stand  to  me  as  an  emblem  of  truth, 
so  Avhite  and  imblemished.  Your 
great  dial  is  pointing  its  hands  to 
the  passing  of  time,  alAAays  giA-ing 
ansAA-er  straight  to  the  thousands  of 
questioning  glances  turned  upAvard. 
Your  beautiful  bells  ring  out  their 
music  in  a  message  to  the  country  far 
and  near,  that  one  more  hour  has 
passed.  AMYBETH  PAYSOX. 
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Alarmed  motorist  after  an  accident: 
"Are  you  hurt?" 

Butcher  bo}^:  "Where's  ni}^  liver?" 


Mr.   Cobert:   "Will  you  please  let 
Merrill  Bonner  do  his  own  reciting." 
M.   B.:    "I   can't  do  it." 


Helen  Denbeigh:  "My  goodness! 
what  was  that?  Another  earthquake?" 

Alice  Gibbs:  "Oh,  no;  it  was  only 
Lois  Brock  coming  in  from  the  yard." 


Teacher:    "Do  you  know  the  name 
of  an  author  beginning  with  'A'?" 
Pupil:  "Anonymous." 


Charlotte  Moore,  in  English:  "The 
houses  were  very  shrewd  (crude)." 


An  old  gentleman  going  into  the 
Owl  Drug  Store  said  to  a  salesgirl: 
"I  wish  to  see  Mr.  Owl,  please." 


AT  THE  MOVIES. 

Young  lady,  as  title  "Cigar  Making" 
is  flashed  upon  the  screen:  "Oh,  I 
don't  think  cigar-making  would  be 
very  interesting." 

Young  man:  "No,  match-making 
would  be  much  nicer." 


Little  girl:  "Today  we  painted  in 
school  a  flat  wasp  (wash)." 


Miss  Ellerhorst:  "When  we  get  to 
the  third  score  we'll  drop  the  boys." 


Gladys  Mann,  in  English:  "When 
the  trumpet  sounded  it  saved  Isaac 
from  being  cooked." 


Anita  Avila:  "This  is  the  G.  major 
colic  chord  on  the  mandolin." 


Ehvin  Probert,  in  English:  "Prince 
John  was  a  traitor  and  everything 
else." 
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Kenneth  Carnahan,  in  English: 
"Each  purple  peak,  each  funny  spire 
was  bathed  in  floods  of  living  fire." 


Teacher:  "What  makes  you  look 
so  pale  this  morning?" 

Jimmy:  "Ma  washed  my  face  her- 
self today." 


Amybeth  Payson,  in  H  8th  History: 
"Another  instance  of  Lincoln's  hon- 
esty was  when  he  chopped  down  his 
father's  cherry  tree." 


Father:  "I  saw  a  good  mythologi- 
cal allusion  today." 

Daughter:  "Oh,  did  you  bring  it 
to  mc?" 

Father:  "I  couldn't  very  well;  it 
was  the  Ajax  Iron  Works." 


Grace  Peterson:  "How  old  was 
Lincoln?" 

Mae  Davis  (absent-mindedly): 
"His  parents  told  me  but  Fve  for- 
gotten." 


Visitor,  to  girl's  father:  "Did  your 
daughter  ever  take  French?" 

Father:  "Well,  she  was  exposed  to 
it  for  three  years,  but  I  don't  know 
whether  it  took  or  not." 


Miss  Farwell,  seeing  Ashley  Hill 
sitting  on  upturned  seat,  said  to  him: 
"You  remind  me  of  a  baby  sitting  in 
a  high  chair." 


A  laborer,  while  trying  to  figure  a 
problem  mentally,  made  this  remark 
while  taking  out  his  pencils:  "I  can't 
figure  during  the  daytime  because  I 
went  to  night  school." 


A  young  lady  on  visiting  the  Nev- 
ada State  prison  was  asked  by  a  guard 
if  she  had  any  "arms"  on  her  person. 

"Yes,"  she  replied,  "two." 


Little  girl,  to  farmer,  after  watch- 
ing cow  chewing  her  cud:  "Say  do 
you  know  your  cow  chews  gum?" 


A  little  girl  was  just  finishing  her 
prayers.  "Amen,"  she.  said  in  conclu- 
sion, then  after  a  slight  hesitation — 
"and  ladies,  too." 


Little  girl  asking  about  an  earth- 
quake: "Where  do  they  shoot  'em 
from?" 


Little  girl,  watching  a  butterfly: 
"Oh,  look  at  the  gutterfly." 


Little  Seventh  Grader:  "That's  an 
expositionay  (prepositional)  phrase." 


Little  Betty,  very  enthusiastic  over 
a  new  set  of  ermine,  shows  the  furs 
to  grandmother  with  much  pleasure 
and  says:  "Granmuver,  did  you  see 
my  set  of  vermin  my  daddy  gave 
me?" 


Uncle  Bill  marvels  at  the  good  be- 
havior of  such  young  children  at  the 
breakfast  table  and  remarks  to  their 
father:  "Are  these  children  always 
so  well  mannered?" 

Little  Paul,  aged  four:  "When 
wese  has  company,  wese  buck  up, 
Uncle  Bill." 


Miss  Fisher,  in  Algebra:  "From 
what  Latin  word  is  equilateral  de- 
rived?" 

James  Lewson:  "Well,  it  has  horse 
in  it." 


THE  TARGET 
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TO  WILLIE  KEANE. 

Examinations,  go  away, 
Come  again  another  day, 
Little  Willie  wants  to  play. 


Clay  Spolm  (to  a  man  taking 
movies):  "Play  us  some  good  rag, 
mister!" 


Lady,  speaking  of  the  Exposition: 
"You  want  to  go  to  the  Food  Pro- 
ducts Building  and  see  them  cook  in 
the  different  lanugages." 


Elderly  lady  on  the  Joy  Zone: 
"Let's  go  see  the  baby  radiator." 


Miss  Fisher:  "I  am  trying  to  deter- 
mine Avhich  country  claims  that  build- 
ing." 

Miss  Farwell:  "It  is  the  emer- 
gency fire-engine  house." 

Miss  Seaver:  "It's  where  you  go  in 
to  get  put  out." 


Little  boy  watching  assembling  of 
Fords  at  the  Exposition:  "Mamma 
are  all  those  jitneys?" 


Heard  in  the  Australian  building: 
"There  arc  some  sacks  of  wheat  and 
they  won't  let  us  see  what's  in 
them!" 


James  Lawson  (to  Daryl  Pettit): 
"Loan  me  a  pair  of  dark  glasses  so  I 
can  look  at  your  tie." 


There  is  a  young  lady  named  Pfist, 
Who  thinks  posters  will  never  be 

missed; 
Slie  tries  every  day 
To  find  a  new  way 
To  add  a  few  more  to  her  list. 

This  maiden  called  Leonore 

Of  posters  purloined  a  full  score. 

When  her  friends  said  "Beware!" 

She  replied,  "I  don't  care, 

I  expect  to  pinch  two  dozen  more." 


Teacher:  "If  a  farmer  can  raise  250 
bushels  of  potatoes  in  dry  weather, 
what  can  he  raise  in  wet  weather?" 

Bright  pupil:  "An  umbrella." 


Thomas  Harris  to  Melvin  Lee,  who 
is  using  a  paper  towel  to  wipe  his 
mouth: — "Don't  be  so  extravagant; 
use  your  handkerchief. 

M.  H.:— "It's  too  dirty." 

Thomas  Harris : — "Wave  your 
mouth  in  the  air,  then." 


Two  women  were  looking  at  a 
statue  of  Mercury  in  the  Italian 
Building.  One  of  them  asked  who  it 
was,  and  the  other  replied,  "Oh,  that 
one  was  the  god's  messenger  and  his 
name  was  Pegasus." 


Miss  Christy: — "Give  another  name 
for  Venus." 

Herbert  McCoriiiick :— "De  Alilo." 


Mr.  Cobert: — "Tiie  Rhone  river 
was  crossed  by  a  ford." 


A  small  bo3',  telling  different  words 
to  the  song  "I  Didn't  Raise  My  Boy 
lo  Be  a  Soldier,"  said:  "I  didn't  raise 
my  Ford  to  be  a  jitney." 


Alice  Gibbs  declares  that  she  would 
recognize  Daryl  Peltit's  feet  anywhere 
as  they  are  always  in  evidence  on  her 
desk  during  3rd  Period  Latin  Class. 
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POPULAR  PLAYS. 

What  often  spoils  good  food?  "Too 
ilanj-  Cooks." 

Who  is  the  most  popular  father  of 
today?  "Daddy  Long  Legs." 

What  is  confusing  to  some  people? 
"The  Whirl  of  the  World." 

What  may  be  found  in  the  moun- 
tains? "The  Trail  of  the  Lonesome 
Pine." 

AMiat  is  the  arduous  task  of  some 
daughters?    "Bringing  Up  Father." 

What  is  the  most  popular  sign  of 
today?    "The  Dollar  Mark." 

What  is  it  that  all  want  and  few 
acquire?  "Money." 

What  is  it  that  all  search  for  and 
few  find?  "The  Blue  Bird." 

What  is  the  person  who  is  not 
called  upon  for  memory  work  in  Eng- 
lish? "The  Darling  of  the  Gods." 

What  always  leaves  you  at  the 
wrong  time?    "Kismet."  (Luck). 

What  wakes  us  up  at  4  a.  m.? 
"Chanticleer." 

What  is  the  last  resort  of  some 
women?    "The  Beauty  Shop." 

When  were  there  more  Indians 
than  whites  in  the  United  States? 
"When  Broadway  Was  a  Trail." 

W'ho  was  the  most  athletic  of  the 
gods?    "Jumping  Jupiter." 


Alice  Gibbs:  "What  are  you  doing 
in  cooking?" 

Helen  Denbeigh:  "Making  a  dress." 


Mr.  Clark  to  Seventh  grade  chorus; 
"When  I  was  a  boy  I  tried  to  kill 
some  bees  with  a  straw  hat,  and  when 
I  put  the  hat  on  my  head,  I  found  that 
I  hadn't  killed  them  all." 


Overhead  at  the  IMeat  Alarket. 
Customer:  "Have  3"ou  any  Ijrains?" 
Butcher:  "No,  I  wouldn't  be  in  the 
butcher  business  if  I  did." 


Coach  of  girls'  baseball  team: — 
"Have  you  played  before?" 

Betty  Barrows: — "Yes,  indeed!" 

Coach: — "What  position?" 

B.  B.:— "Oh,  I  was  the  batter." 


]^Iiss  Sue  Smith,  in  English: — "You 
remember  when  Brian  went  to  Rebec- 
ca to  press  his  suit?" 


Little  girl,  after  an  earthquake: — 
"Aiy,  but  that  was  a  big  wiggle." 


Herbert  McCormick: — "Miss  Allen, 
have  you  seen  my  eraser?" 

Miss  Allen: — "Was  it  your  kneaded- 
eraser?" 

Herbert: — "Yet,  it  was  needed." 


One  daj',  a  bald-headed  man  was 
cleaning  out  a  vacant  lot.  A  small  boy, 
watching  over  the  fence,  regarded  him 
with  interest,  and  finalh'  said,  "Say, 
mister,  are  j-ou  old,  or  are  3'ou  young? 
Our  babj'  hasn't  any  hair,  and  he's 
young." 


Isabel: — "Leitha,  have    you  heard 
the  latest  joke  on  the  'Ford.'  " 
Leitha:— "No." 
Isabel: — "You  never  will." 


Betsy  Roberts,  upon  being  asked  if 
she  was  for  the  Germans.  "No,  I  am 
pro-German." 


Miss  Seaver: — "Explain  this  line, 
Garret  Briggs.  Sweet  was  her  breath, 
as  the  breath  of  kine  that  feed  in  the 
meadow." 

G.  B.: — "Her  breath  was  as  sweet 
as  the  breath  of  the  pigs." 


Doctor: — "Did  you  ever  take  chloro- 
form?" 

School-boy  patient: — "No!  W'ho 
teaches  it?" 


